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Early NI 
This was turning out to be a bad decision 


Fuck it. Izzy wasn't in the business of lying to himself anymore. It had been a bad decision from the start. It 
had been a terrible decision from the moment he'd felt that familiar little zing deep in the space between his 


belly and his groin when he'd invited Axl to take his bus with him to the next show. 


But instead of making some excuse and calling off their little travel catch-up session, he had convinced himself 
it would be perfectly fine. Annika was going to be there, so it wasn't like Izzy and Axl would be alone. And 
Annika had been good for him; she was levelheaded, and she wasn't afraid to tell Izzy when she thought he was 


making a mistake about something. She hadn't seemed thrilled about the idea of inviting Axl into the safe little 


cocoon of the tour bus, but she hadn't given Izzy a hard time about it either, which, in Izzy's mind-and in that 


part of his middle where the zinging was now unrelenting-equaled agreement. 

Except Izzy and Axl were alone. Despite Axl being on his best behavior, charming even, Annika had had no 
interest in hanging out with the two of them while they laughed about inside jokes and shit they had done as 
teenagers. After about an hour, she had announced she was tired and disappeared into one of the bunks, 
closing the curtain behind her. After a half hour or so, the sounds of her soft snoring emitted from behind 


the curtain. 


"I thought she was lying about being tired," Axl said. He was sprawled back into the corner of the plump 
leather bench seat now that it was only the two of them needing the space. 


Izzy shrugged. "I think she has a stash of reds or something she doesn't tell me about" 

Axl started to lean forward. "Isn't that-" 

Holding up a hand to stop the question before it was even asked, Izzy said, "I ain't gonna go looking. Trust me." 
He watched a bit of tension slither out of Axl's shoulders. Those shoulders were bulkier now than they ever 

used to be, and his thighs were thick and muscular these days. His ass had always been nice, but now it was 
perfectly round and really firm. Or at least Izzy suspected as much. It had been over two years since he had 
touched it. He attempted to shake the thought from his mind. 


| hope you know how proud | am of you," Axl said suddenly. "I know it's not easy." 


"Oh my god, shut the fuck up," Izzy said, and Axl started laughing. He laughed out loud for a few seconds 
before clapping a hand over his mouth and choking it back. 


"Shit," he said, still grinning behind his fingers. "I don't want to wake up your wife." 

By now, Izzy was grinning himself. "The fuck do you mean, my wife? I've only been with her a year." 
Rolling his eyes, Axl said, "You must think I'm new." 

"All right, fine. Like you're not gonna end up in Vegas with another model again in six months anyway." 
"| might" 

Izzy clicked his tongue. "You are hell-bent on self-destruction, my friend" 

"Look who's talking." 


"| got clean!" 


"| got annulled" 
"Until the next one." 


The rejoinder hung in the air between them, unengaged. Axl narrowed his eyes for what felt like minutes on 


end, without a word. Then, slowly, his lips began to curve into a smile. 
"You're jealous," he said. 

"What?" 

"Don't bother. We know each other too well." 


Fuck, this had been a bad decision. Izzy groaned and dropped his head back against the leather of the seat. The 
rumble of the road beneath them vibrated his brain and he closed his eyes. Getting clean was his chance at 

normalcy, but it was only one part of the puzzle. Being with Annika was another big part of it. Together, they 
embodied what it meant to be a healthy adult couple. Active. Engaged with hobbies. In love. Beyond the childish 


games that wreck the lives of less self-aware people. Except.. 
except 


Axl had smiled that smile and even though Izzy was currently ignoring him, he could feel the other man's 
fingertips creeping onto his knee, and the truth was, Izzy wasn't capable of lying to himself anymore, now that 


he was sober, and yeah, he was fucking jealous. 
And yeah, he wanted to pin Axl down against the bench and feel what the man's body felt like now. 
Instead, he just whispered, "I can't do this here." 


He felt Axl lean in close. So close that his breath, warm and scented with Marlboro Reds, tickled his cheek. 
"Why'd you invite me, then?" 


Izzy turned to face him. He expected the other man to be smirking, challenging him as always. But he wasn't. 
Old instinct led Izzy's hand up and into Axl's hair, cupping the back of his head and neck. The other man's eyes 
drifted closed, his lips parting slightly. Also old instinct. 


Izzy took Axl's mouth hard, pushing his tongue between the man's willing lips, and felt the gasp of surprise and 
exhilaration that he knew would come as reliably as he knew the sun would come up in the east tomorrow. Axl 
pushed his tongue back against Izzy's, groaning softly in the depths of his throat as he did, and he tasted new 


and familiar at the same time. 


Izzy broke away and turned his head. "Fuck," he hissed. "| cannot do this here." 


This time, the other man smirked. His fingers tapped lightly up the length of Izzy's inner thighs, a melody along 


invisible rows of keys. "Does she know about me?" 


The answer caught in Izzy's throat, as he felt Axl's fingers reach the top of his thighs and begin to explore 
the aching hardness between them. "Yes." 


"You told her?" 
"| didn't have to." 


Axl laughed softly, but it was more like a breath against Izzy's ear. "Good. Wouldn't be fair for her to think 


you're hers." 


Izzy turned and grasped Axl's jaws, the sides of the man's neck against his palms, his fingers twisting into the 
hair that hung there. For a moment, Axl was still, except for the pitching of his chest, hard, in and out with 
his breathing. And then he said, 


"You can't do this here, remember?" 


The last of it was barely out before Izzy had shoved him down onto the leather bench, holding a spread-out 


hand over the other man's sternum as if to submit him. 


Axl's eyes flicked toward the bunk where Annika slept, and Izzy's stomach lurched as he whipped around to 
follow his gaze. But the curtain was still closed and, after a few seconds of holding his breath in order to hear 
better, he could just make out the sounds of Annika's gentle snoring again. It was the feel of Axl slipping a 
hand up between his legs again that broke the spell of dread. 


"You wanna go first?" the man whispered. "Or you want me to?" 


"Neither," Izzy said, sitting back on his calves and grappling with Axl's belt. The other man lifted his hips, 
allowing his pants down as if it had been days and not years since they'd done this. A jab of electricity hit Izzy 
in the groin so hard it almost doubled him, almost made him straddle the other man's face right then and take 


his relief. But he fought it. He knew what he wanted. 

Moaning softly, Axl closed his eyes, a wide grin spreading across his face. "You're not serious." 

Flip over," Izzy said, grabbing fistfuls of Axl's shirt and yanking. His friend's body was so much thicker now 
than the last time he'd tried to manhandle him like this. Solid. And yet, Axl writhed over onto his belly as 


though he'd been tossed, the submissiveness of it at odds with the increasing bulk of him. 


Izzy closed his hands over the other man's hips, watched as his fingers took possession of the flesh that was 


still his, that had undoubtedly been waiting for him all this time, untouched and untaken He pulled Axl's hips 


upward, forcing his back into a delicate arch that both shoved his face into the leather and made his ass 


excruciatingly vulnerable. 
"Yes," he breathed, and buried his face in the other man’s ass. Axl's inhale hitched in his lungs. 


They were nineteen the first time Izzy had done this to Axl, and Axl had been scared to fucking death. Izzy 
had been high as a kite, and there wasn't enough Jim Beam in the universe to get Axl on his level of 
uninhibition. But after a couple hours of blue balls and steady seduction, Izzy had gotten what he wanted. Axl's 
toes had curled and he'd jacked himself off in front of Izzy, which he'd never done before, and, jesus h. christ, 
Izzy was fucking hooked 


'Iz-Aw, fuck, Iz-" Axl whimpered quietly, the softness of his pleas so unusual for him, and so exquisite. For a 
split instant, Izzy wanted to make a game of it, see what he had to do to make the other man cry out loud, 


but then he caught himself. 


Axl was twisting around now, trying to get a hold of Izzy's head, pulling him in closer, and Izzy broke away just 
long enough to pant, 


"Hand-fuck yourself” 
"Its fucking leather—" 


"Do if." 


Axl twisted back around and repositioned his hips and within a moment, Izzy fell into a rhythm with the rocking 
of his friend's body as he stroked himself, faster and faster until he lurched, making strangled groaning noises 
deep in his throat. 


Before he could collapse, Izzy grabbed him around the waist. "Flip over," he demanded again, and Axl did as 
commanded, though a bit clumsier this time. His dick was still hard, but it was now wet and shiny, and Izzy 
wanted to fuck it while it was still so sensitive. 


Throwing a look back toward Annika's bunk-which still had the curtain closed-lzzy unfastened and yanked down 
the front of his pants, pulling his cock out. He figured it was only pure luck that he hadn't blown in his pants 
already, and he wasn't gonna last but a minute. Leaning down over Axl, he pressed their hips together, holding 


their cocks together in his fist. Axl sucked in a breath through his teeth and closed his eyes. 


Izzy rubbed himself against the slick velvet flesh of his best friend, slowly, softly, until the heat built in him 
like a storm cloud, crackling with lightning, and it finally burst, and he came on Axl's belly. Before he could let 
go, Axl threw a hand over his and whispered, "Don't stop," so urgently it might have been CPR he was 
performing, and Izzy continued, slow and easy, until Axl arched up into him again, biting his knuckles to keep 


quiet, his come-covered belly fluttering with his breath. 


Sitting back, Izzy leaned into the back of the bench seat and inhaled deeply. Exhaled. "Fuck," he said. 
In his peripheral vision, he watched Axl slowly wrestling with his pants. His legs were still shivering a little. 


‘Lemme get you something," Izzy said, standing and shuffling quietly past the bunks to grab a towel out of the 
tiny bathroom. He tossed it to Axl, who started wiping himself down 


The soft snoring was still emanating from behind the closed curtain of Annika's bunk, and Izzy took another 
deep breath as he walked back by it. He was pretty sure his wife-no, not his wife, his girlfriend-really did 
have a supply of reds, and that she would know nothing about this night because of them. Or maybe she 
would; maybe that's why she'd knocked herself out. Izzy realized he didn't much care either way. 


He sat down on the bench next to Axl who had gotten himself moderately cleaned up, and reclothed. They sat 


in silence for what felt like full minutes, until Axl said, 

"You gonna kiss your wife with that mouth?" 

Izzy turned to him, understanding the great, ridiculous truth between them. "You're jealous, too" he said. 
He expected ridicule and dissent. Instead, the other man just shrugged. "Maybe." 

More silence. Then Izzy said, "Maybe I'll fly tomorrow. Stay in the hotel?" 

Axl shrugged again. "Maybe," he said. But he was smirking a little this time. 


END 


